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her.   I thought a  good  cry might do her
good.

"' It's no use, Mrs. Williams,1 she said>
and pushed me away.

" She began staring into the fire. Then, all
of a sudden, she whipped round and looked
me in the face.

" ' Do you believe in God, Mrs. Williams ? *
"'Of course, I do/ I said, "and you do,
too/

" ' Really believe ?' she said, very quick.
" ' Why,  yes/   I  said.    ' Don't you, my
dear ?'

" * No, I don't/ she said, very fierce like.
' I can't. I can't. I've tried. The God I
believed in couldn't have done it, He couldn't.
Oh, I've tried, Mrs. Williams ; I've tried three
days and three nights, and I can't. It's
awful. I can't pray. I can't sing. I shan't
ever go to church again/

" I had it on the tip of my tongue to say it
might be all for the best.    But she was looking
at me so hard, I couldn't.
"Til have to go away/ she said.
" ' Oh no, my dear/ I said.   ' Why should
you ?    Plenty of people go to church without
believing so very much/
" ' But I did, you see/ she said, as quick as